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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

PORTRAIT 
To H. M. 

A small tree 
Always surrounded by mist, 
More often dark but sometimes light — 
Very light, almost made of light. 
Yet even then between the branches 
There is shadow, a wavering gloom. 

GONE 

It was as though sunshine 
Had been thickened 
To a human form. 

You have left traces 
Of rose and orange 
On the afternoon. 

PLAYING HORSE 

Mount, little one. 

The horse trots back and forth. 
Time is harder than water. 

Nights, days, hours, 
Shine 
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Playing Horse 



Like pools of light. 
Where were you, child? 

The horse stumbles, 
Little one. 



TRAVELER 



Miles and miles you traveled. 

A wise brown bear 
Rode you on his back; 
Then a bird hopped along 
Or flew in front and explained ; 
And a stone sent a bearded one 
With a book. 

In your small warm nest you heard 
Bells rung delicately; and strange calls. 

We built you a little house. 
We hung up a sun and a moon, 
And stars like apples. 
The walls we painted red and blue. 
We spread out carpets of Bagdad. 
And three glasses with sweet wine 
We stood in a corner. 
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